212                                            The Sunny Hours'
He lit a cheroot and extended himself in a rattan
chair. His concern at the official order success-
fully hindred his morning's work. The advent of
a Chinese cboy,' announcing tiffin, still found him
gazing idly across the tawny shadows of the com-
pound. In the roadstead the tramp had weighed
anchor and was clean set for the west, where a
brown-sailed junk swooned under its heavy canvas.
Chaotic of mind, Jordeyne rose and went in to
his midday meal.
*                 *                 *
FOURTEEN days later he stood at the quayside in
his official uniform. A telegram in code had come
with the news that Bernardine was arriving by
the tramp------the thought beat itself into Jor-
deyne's brain. Already he could dimly see his-
successor approaching in the launch which nosed
its way skilfully through the medley of sampans, a
nimble dragon-fly cleaving the blue heat above
the water's surface. A couple of minutes later the
craft had come to rest and Bernardine was ascend-
ing the gangway.
Jordeyne considered his successor's appearance.
He saw him as a stocky individual with a prominent
double chin. He went forward to shake hands and
found himself noting the other's features clearly.
The fellow looked as if he was fond of the bottle.
He was dressed untidily. Not quite a gentleman,
Jordeyne subconsciously decided. The newcomer's
voice was husky and cheerful.
"Dr. Livingstone, I presume," he said, and
laughed loudly at the joke. Behind them the